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INTRODUCTION. 



A S we have had mornings by the Streams,. 
■^ ^ and evenings on the Hillside, so in this 
little book we invite you to rest at noon beside 
Wells of Water. If the readers of these short 
portions have but half the pleasure in reading 
that the writer has had in penning them, she 
will be richly rewarded. The study of these 
Wells has been one of such unmixed enjoyment 
that she is loath to part with it Let us hope 
that it will only serve as a point of fresh depar- 
ture to further study and deeper draughts, as we 

drink joyfully from the Wells of Salvation. If, like 

7 
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Uzziah, we * love husbandry/ it is pretty certain that 
we shall be found building many * towers in the 
desert/ and ' digging many wells.' Like Gideon, 
rising up early to pitch beside the well, we may 
have to use the morning light to get the stones 
rolled away from the welFs mouth. 

Any way, our visits will be rewarded with lasting 
gain. The children also might ask visitors and 
friends about * wells,' and so get before us, who feel 
that golden hours of promise have been -lost. 
They may get an answer like this, which we got 
the other day from a man of genius, poet and 
preacher: 'The first sermon I remember was 
about a well, now thirty years ago.' This will 
help them, as they lift a large Bible to find verses 
about 'wells,' to fill perhaps a page in their Sunday 
album. 

We are living in remarkable days of progress, 
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when from many quarters fresh light is coming in 
upon the Bible, and our own soldiers have been 
fighting in the field of Zoan. At the Azores we 
watched the servants go eagerly round and close 
the shutters to keep the rooms cool, as the sun, 
their enemy, crept round from window to window. 
Shall we not do the reverse, and go round and 
open all our windows on the Bible page, — 

* And not by eastern windows only, 

When daylight comes, comes in the light ; 
In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly, 
But westward, look, the land is bright/ 

In the October number of the Quarterly State- 
mem of the Palestine Exploration Fund there is 
a most interesting account of the Princes' visit to 
the Holy Land On the 4th of last April they 
went firom Solomon's Pools to Hebron, to find, 
instead of the obstacles and difficulties which met 
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their father twenty years before, the present Pacha 
doing all he could to facilitate in every way their 
visit to the Mosque. With their own hands they 
measured with a steel tape Joseph's tomb. Their 
special interest was also directed to springs, in 
searching for 'the most fertile fountain' men- 
tioned by Josephus, which is awanting to make 
sure the supposed site of Capernaum. In this 
search they saw a * water-tower south of the Plain 
of Gennesaret,' where there were marks of its still 
being held sacred, as blue beads and strings of 
shells were attached to the wall, 'emblems in 
ancient mythology of female deities who presided 
over water.' It is six centuries, Captain Conder 
says, since a European prince crossed the Jordan 
and spent a week in Gilead. 
. We have to thank the friends who have so 
kindly given the photographs from which the 
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woodcuts are made; and also Miss Hunter of 
Hafton, whose artistic talent, stamped on the covers 
of this and the, companion books, has done so 
much to win for them a way into hearts and 
homes. 

Will friends join in asking that by God's 
blessing readers and writer of this little book may 
become better fitted to be 

* Rays that wander through the gloom 
Of mortal life ; wells of the wilderness, 
Redeeming features in the face of Time, 
Sweet drops that make the mixed cup of earth 
A palatable draught — too bitter else ' ? 

M. S. & 
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53 QuBBN Street, EdinbursHi 
November x88a. 
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Chapter I. 



^Hells of QHater^ 

* Should you ever be one of a thirsty band, 
With your head to the sun and your feet to the sand, 
Traversing the desert, — ah, then you may tell 
What treasures exist in the cold, deep well ; 
Sink in despair on the red, parched earth. 
And then you may reckon what water is worth.* 

WE read or utter carelessly the words Wells 
of Water, but it is in hot countries 
under an Eastern sun that the words are under- 
stood Burton thus describes travelling in the 
desert : — 

' Around lie drifted sand-heaps, upon which each 
pufFof wind leaves its trace in solid waves; and 
hard unbroken plains, over which he who rides is 
spurred by the idea that the bursting of a water- 
skin, or the pricking of a camel's hoof, would be 
a certain death of torture; a region whose very 
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fountains murmur the warning words, " Drink, and 
away." ' 

Kings have chosen the sites of their palaces 
because of the wells, and round them cities rise. 
In the East the well has often been the spot of 
rendezvous, whether to consult the oracle, choose 
a bride, or strike a bargain. 

As we turn the pages of the Bible, we meet 
a well at every turn. Sometimes it is fighting at 
a well of which we read, or a treaty of peace or 
covenant made, or two rivals crowned. Or is there a 
great gathering like Elijah's at Carmel ? It matters 
not; it must be beside a well. Moses had to 
promise the King of Edom, when asking a passage 
through his country, that he would not drink of the 
wells. Of Uzziah in the time of his prosperity it is 
specially said, • He digged wells.* Moses began his 
beautiful description of the goodly land to which 
God would bring His people by saying, • The Lord 
thy God bringeth thee into a good land, a land 
of . . . fountains.' 

Water! Go and ask one of our soldiers 
dying on the thirsty sand of Egypt, and he will 
give you the meaning of the word. It is a 
necessity of our lives, and what we can least do 
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without. If we had three years of drought such as 
came to Samaria, we should know what it meant 
to Elijah to be placed beside the brook Cherith. 
Afterwards God does not take away his life, but 
gives him what he x:ould not do without, a cruse 
of water. 

For more than a year the study of these wells 
has been our delight, but we did not think we 
should finish these pages amidst the reality of want 
of water. But so it has been during all our holi- 
day. We arrived at the Azores to find the gardens 
burnt up, the turf beaten brown and hard : 

* For the turf, to call it grass were to mock : 
Dead to the roots, so deep was done 
The work of the summer sun.* 

There had been no rain for two months, so the 
only bits of green grass were under the shady 
trees. Palms, cork-trees, tea and coffee plants, 
magnolias, figs, oranges, and vines were all crying 
out for rain. In one garden busy feet were water- 
ing the dying plants; but no water they could 
carry should revive the youngest bom, the baby of 
the mansion, who was just following its mother into 
the silent land. In another new garden the 



i6 



WELLS OF WATER, 



labourers were more heavily taxed, for through the 
orange and lemon groves the water had to be 
carried from a distance, the reservoir not having 
been yet made. In our drive we passed the well 
where the stone pitchers were being filled, and the 
donkeys carried barrels of the precious water. 
On our return home we saw the same earthen 
pitcher kept in a dark cool corner of the room, 
covered with a wet cloth, from which the vessels 
on the dinner-table were supplied, as our host asked 
for ' acqua fresca.' And still the sense of the want 
and preciousness of water grew. As we steamed 
down to TenerifFe, the heat increased, until one 
night our cabin registered 87 degrees. We looked 
on water which we could not drink, hot and bad 
Picture the value of a glass of iced fresh water. At 
Santa Cruz we heard the same complaint — No raia 
We are writing now at Madeira, where no rain 
has fallen for five months. One of the first words 
of the Portuguese doctor was, *The country, 
the plants, we ourselves need rain.' And still it 
comes not. The moon looks down to-night on 
a dry and thirsty land where no water is, and a 
thirstier people who have not heard of Him who 
gives the living water. Yesterday, as we climbed 
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Up 2000 feet in the burning sun, suddenly there 
was freshness and coolness. Why ? We were at the 
side of a levada^ or artificial water-course, and for 
a little while our road kept company ^ith it The 
hammock-bearers dnmk of the stream, and we 
were told how there are tanks at all heights on 
the mountain side which at set times are connected 
with these kvadas. The proprietor makes the 
best use of the twelve hours of water for his 
grounds, as the time is short, and none must be 
wasted. He waters his garden, fills his tanks, and 
turns off the stream, which then goes to water his 
neighbour's ground. So the stream is passed on 
and on to keep vegetation alive till heaven's cisterns 
open; and the sugar-cane, vine, and fig-tree are 
revived. Farther up, after having passed through 
the eucalyptus-scented air to the region where our 
own broom, bramble, and pine-tree thrive, and the 
lovely Belladonna lilies grow wild beside them, we 
came to the edge of one of the tanks which supply 
the levadas^ where the thirsty ones were again 
refreshed, whilst children were at play under the 
heavily-laden apple-trees. 
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Chapter II. 



lEltm. 

* Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
Let Thine outstretchM wing 
Be like the shade of Elim's palm 
Beside her desert spring.* 

* They came to Elim, where were twelve wells of water 
and threescore and ten palm trees.* — Ex. xv. 27. 

IT is nearly two years since we were led by the 
great Pillar of Cloud to pitch our tent at 
Elim, and find there springing water. From that 
day the wells not only at Elim, but throughout 
the Bible, have proved a delightful study. The 
subject had so taken possession of us, that great 
was our joy to receive a letter from a friend, written 
near these wells, and posted just at the time when 
far away in Scotland we had been sitting down 
beside them in thought 



The frontispiece is made from the photograph he 
sent, and the following sentences from his letter 
help us to understand the picture : — 

*SUEZ, February i8, 1881. — While waiting for 
the Brindisi mail we crossed yesterday to the 
Arabian side, and after a donkey ride of an hour 
and a half reached the "Wells of Moses," regarded 
by many as Elim. 

' Its appearance now quite corresponds with the 
description in Exodus. Its distance from the Red 
Sea by a straight line is two or three miles. It is 
an oasis amid a vast desert of sand stretching east- 
ward to the Sinaitic range. There are four or five 
enclosures, within each of which there is at least 
one well, and in several two or three. In the 
largest you see the water bubbling up and running 
over, irrigating the garden enclosed. These 
gardens are full of palms and tamarisks, and 
another kind of tree which seemed to me to be 
the pomegranate. The palms are more numerous 
than the threescore and ten, and afford a pleasant 
shade from the hot sun, growing up through the 
sand, having their roots "watered" beneath the 
land. One cannot help believing that this is Elim, 
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nothing in all the wide desert seems so well to 
answer the description given in Scripture.' 

If the sight of Elim brings joy to travellers now, 
and is the chosen Tesidence of some, while the 
Bedouins make it their camping-station on their 
route from Sinai to Suez, what joy must the first 
glimpse of it have brought to the children of 
Israel ! They were full of the memory of Marah. 
Just after Marah came Elim. Under the palm trees 
the pilgrims would sit and rest and sing, as they lay 
down in the cooling shade. The bricks of Egypt, 
fears of the Red Sea, the bitter waters of Marah, 
were all behind. What could they do but praise ? 

God gives us Elims still, but always half-way 
between seasons of trial. When we come to them, 
we must "be careful in the cooling shade not to lose 
our roll like Christian in the arbour, but brace 
ourselves up for the hot march again. 

We little thought, when we heard from our friend 
from Suez, what sorrow was in store for him. Only 
a few short months was the bride, true yoke-fellow 
in the mission field of China, to which they were 
then going, allowed to remain at his side. Whilst 
yet her wedding presents were undimmed, and before 
the loving missionary circle had time to realize what 




added strength had come into their midst^ she 
was called to find her Elim in the skies. But 
comfort has been sent tq the lonely worker by 
Him who was Himself the Man of Sorrows. 

* "Not always at Elim, my children, my children ! '* 

He said, as He parted our footsteps awhile ; 
' ** The Majah, the desert, the Bochim hide treasures 
That never were found in joy's long-lasting smile. 

' ** There be palms in my gardens, and fountains of waters 
To spread all the journey with love's tropic flowers ; 
But how could I then lead my sons and my daughters 
To where the mown grass drinks the heavenly showers?" 

* ** Enough, O our Father, but wilt Thou still give us 

To reap Thy one harvest till life shall be done ? 
Enough, O our Master, but wilt Thou not leave us 
To slacken our pace till the race shall be run?" * 
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Chapter III. 



little aSHater-Carrieris. 

' The fountain in its source 

No drought of summer fears ; 
The farther it pursues its course, 
The nobler it appears. 

' But shallow cisterns yield 
A scanty, short supply ; 
The morning sees them amply filled, 
At evening they are dry.* 

* Their nobles have sent their little ones to the waiers : 
they came to the pits, and found no water ; they returned 
with their vessels empty ; they were ashamed and confounded 
and covered their heads.' — ^Jer. xiv. 3. 

SOMETIMES children get tired of their own 
books, and lift up one belonging to the older 
people, especially if it has a bright cover. If these 
pages are turned by little fingers, we wish them 
to find something quite their own. We fancy we 
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hear a little voice asking, as Matthew questioned 
Prudence about springs, ' Are there no stories for us 
about wells ?' Come and we shall see. 

You all have your favourite story-books, and the 
very little ones have their pet picture-book, or 
rather the pet picture which makes them love the 
book. Here is an old favourite of mine. In one 
of the empty wells or pits, a lion was hiding in 
time of snow. There were all varieties of climate 
in Palestine, and it was on a very cold day that one 
of David's mighty men, Benaiah, found a strange 
visitor in the well, a lion driven in by the cold. 
He slew it. Perhaps this gave him courage to 
go with his staff to the giant Egyptian, and taking 
his huge spear out of his own hand, kill him with 
it. Any way, the two stories are told in the same 
connection in Samuel and Chronicles. 

In the East, water is much more scarce, and 
thus much more precious, than with us. In Egypt, 
alongside of the royal processions, when a journey 
was taken, little maidens ran with pitchers on their 
heads, ready at a signal to give the princess in her 
litter a drink, or to supply some passer-by. But the 
verse which heads this chapter gives us a sad picture 
of the little Eastern water-carriers. The pit is just 
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another word for the rocky cisterns or wells, 
which were numerous in Palestine, and held the 
rain water, which was carefully preserved. But this 
was a year with no rain, and with no grass 
in the fields, when even the wild asses snuffed 
up the wind, and their eyes got tired of looking for 
something to eat The ploughmen were covering 
their heads for sorrow, and the little* ones, as they 
looked at their empty vessels, imitated their 
example, and covered theirs also, ashamed and 
confounded. 

' I do but spend 
That which the Master poured into my soul, 
His dewdrops caught in a poor earthen 4x>wl, 

That service so with praise might meekly blend. 

May He who taught the morning stars to sing, 
Aye keep my chalice cool, and pure, and sweet.* 

Jesus wishes you to be His little water-carrier, 
and of you these lines may be true. The water 
that He will give you will be in you a well of 
water springing up into everlasting life. 

The summers of our childhood were passed far 
from plumbers, and when anything went wrong 
with the water supply, the first thing we did 
was to go up to the fountain head. It was a 
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lovely walk through heather and bracken, over 
bare roots of trees, and under fir-branches, up the 
hillside to where the spring was found. If it was 
right, we knew the leakage must be somewhere in 
the pipe, or the connection wrong. There we saw 
what we now know as Torricelli's law, that water 
rises to its own level ; as high as it was on the hill, 
so high would it rise in our home. When Jesus 
gives you this living water, He intends it to spring 
in you, higher and higher, till your whole being 
becomes like His. His level is the 'measure of 
the stature of the fulness of Christ* Although 
you cannot be like the carved marble fountain on 
the city street, you may all be like a wayside spring 
that faileth not 

* At times beside a desert well 

We sadly sit, whence waters sweet 
Once gushed our thirsty lips to meet \ 
Yet now, alas ! we cannot tell 

' If it be dry, or only deep — 

So deep we cannot right descry 
Its waters with the tearful eye 
That tries to look, and can but weep.' 
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Chapter IV. 



Cfje Sotifl of tlje aiHelU 

' In the places of drawing water, there shall they rehearse 
the righteous acts of the Lord.'— Judg. v. ii. 

DEBORAH knew how constantly the well of 
the city was the meeting-ground where the 
music of happy voices kept time with the flowing 
water. She would have these spots consecrated 
to tell of God's goodness. 

Let us gather round an old Well to-day, that, 
after seeing God's power there, we may go on 
with new strength for service, following Deborah's 
instructions : * Then shall the people of the Lord 
go down to the gates.' 

The little song of the well is written in the 
Book of the Wars of the Lord. When the 
pilgrims returned to it, they sang the song, which, 
when properly translated, reads : 
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* Spring up, O well : Sing ye unto it, 
The well which princes di^ed : 
Which nobles of the people hollowed out ; 
With a ruler's rod ; 
And with their staves.* 

This is one of the oldest well songs, and we 
could not afford to miss one word of the vivid 
picture. 

We see the eager, expectant crowd gathered 
round one spot in the wilderness; the Lawgiver 
directing; the princes and nobles digging, while 
at last the God-given spring comes up bubbling 
through the sand. 

Another event has furnished many songs and 
many pictures to the writers of the whole Bible. 

* Tremble, thou earth, at the presence of the Lord, 
At the presence of the God of Jacob ; 
Which turned the rock into a standing water, 
The flint into a fountain of waters.' 

We fancy we hear the angry clamours that hot 
day in the wilderness. No juicy grapes, no 
luscious pomegranates, but loudest of all, * Neither 
is there any water/ Moses and Aaron were thank- 
ful to leave the murmuring crowd and prostrate 
themselves before Jehovah. When they came 
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back again, it was with a message from heaven, 
and soon all the congregation were revived as 
they drank from the abundant supply issuing from 
its rocky bed. And Paul, looking back, says of 
them, * They drank of that spiritual Rock that 
followed them : and that Rock was Christ.' 

The whole church militant have sung, and 
will sing while time lasts, as they see mirrored 
in the water the remembrance of their own 
deliverances : 

* Who from the hard and stony rock 
Did standing water bring ; 
And by His power did turn the flint 
Into a water-spring.* 
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Chapter V. 


JHeetinss at tije aSlell 

' Content no more, sweet Master, 

Except Thou be with me, 
From this time forth, in the city, 
Where my daily toil must be ; 
And at evening time by the fountain, 
Where I will sing to Thee 1 * 

•The time that women go out to draw water.' — Gen.xxiv. 14. 

AS we have had a song by a well, now we 
have a prayer at eventide, without the 
city by a well of water, the silence only broken 
by the slight movements of Eliezer's ten camels. 
That he may not fail in his errand, Eliezer prays : 
* O Lord God of my master Abraham, I pray thee, 
send me good speed this day.' Before he had 
done speaking, the lovely Rebecca came out with 
her pitcher on her shoulder. After she had given 
Eliezer to drink, we can see her emptying the re- 
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maining drops into the trough, running back to the 
well, and drawing this time a plentiful supply for 
all the camels. Often in after days, as she sat in 
her tent, would she remember that evening at the 
well, when, by the side of the drinking camels, 
she got the gold earrings and the two bracelets 
which were to her the pledge of her Isaac. 

Long years after, her son was resting beside a 
well in a field. This time the fair young damsel 
requires help to water the sheep. With quick step 
and eager hand he rolls away the stone from the 
well's mouth. *And Jacob kissed Rachel, and 
lifted up his voice and wept.* We read how the 
Arab life of to-day is just a repetition of the story 
of Jacob and Rachel. *The well, the most 
precious of possessions, is carefully closed with a 
heavy slab until all those whose flocks are entitled 
to share its water have gathered.' 

Again we find a young stranger sitting by a well. 
The shepherds were rough, and drove away the 
young maidens, but Moses stood up and helped 
them to fill their troughs. Listen to old Reuel's 
words : * How is it that ye are come so soon to- 
day ? ' * An Egyptian delivered us, and also drew 
water.' In their joy over the victory, they forgot 
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their benefactor ; but Moses had a good reward for 
that day's service in his Zipporah. 

Thus far we have had three maidens going for 
water, and finding their greatest earthly gift We 
do not need to leave the well-side to get a higher 
and more perfect sight of a woman coming again 
to draw water, and finding the bridegroom of her 
soul : * She left her water-pot and saith. Is not this 
the Christ?' Human love even in its highest 
earthly form is limited and measured, and as liable 
to be broken as one of these clay water-pots ; but 
once the Heavenly Lover is trysted and met with 
by any earthly well, when we lose sight of Him on 
earth, it will only be to prepare our welcome by 
the pure river ot water proceeding out of the 
throne of God and of the Lamb. 

* I came unto the well at noon, 

With thirsty lip and weary feet ; 
I sought a failing earthly boon, 

Nor dreamed the Eternal Life to meet. 
But One was waiting there for me — 

One wearier, thirstier far than I ; 
There in that hour He needs must be, 

To greet the sinner drawing nigh.* 
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Chapter VI 



* The Well that to me is a Fountain, 

Mystical and Divine, 
To other men is a common Well, 

Where earthly waters shine ; 
Henceforth shall no stranger meddle 

With the joy that is only mine ! * 

WITH how many of God's children through- 
out the Bible are associated objects of 
interest! When we read or hear their names, 
instantly some memorable object in their life 
stands in the foreground, by means of which God 
spoke to them. With Jacob it is the ladder set 
up, with Saul the bright light, with Peter the sheet 
let down; Jonah sits under his gourd, and 
Nathanael under his fig-tree. We may be aston- 
ished to find with how many of these saints in 
Palestine a well was the meeting-ground between 

I . I 
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God and them, even as travellers tell us the well 
outside the gate is still the rendezvous. 

In a literal way was Isaiah's word fulfilled 
in Hagar's experience, *I give waters in the 
wilderness/ Twice in one verse are we told of 
the fountain in the way to Shur. Could we have 
a more beautiful one to rest by than Beer-lahai- 
roi, * The well of Him that liveth and seeth me ' ? 
We see the angel and Hagar conversing beside the 
well, her face turned round, and the well named. 

Again she leaves Abram's roof, but this time it is 

not a flight, but a premeditated, arranged journey. 

At first she had a heavy load, the bread and water ; 

but all too soon the bottle fell empty, because the 

water had failed, and the child was cast down after 

it, on the hot sand, with only the green leaves for 

canopy. No ordinary weeping now in the lonely 

wilderness. Hagar's voice is lifted up, and between 

the pauses of her grief we hear the strong crying 

of the child. But still louder tones come from 

heaven ; more tender than the last questions put to 

her were the words, *What aileth thee, Hagar?' 

She has to do the duty of the moment before she 

sees her deliverance: *Axise, lift up the lad and 

hold him by the hand.* 

c 
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* God opened her eyes, and she saw a well of 
water.* What she most needed she saw. She did 
not need to be told to go and fill her bottle. More 
quickly than she could have thought it possible 
even to move a little ago, is the bottle filled and 
the child reviving. And so in our wilderness life 
there is the same experience now. Eyes are 
being opened to see the well whereof to drink 
and be satisfied, and believers find no journey too 
trying or wilderness too barren when He is with 
them whose office it is now, as then, to open their 
eyes to see a well of water. 

We have not to go farther than our own Canon- 
gate to find memories of one who, while acting as 
Knox's colleague, could tell striking instances in 
his own experience of wells made for him in the 
desert. 

It was when living in Italy that he found a 
copy of Calvin's Institutes^ in the library of the 
Inquisition which was attached to the monastery 
at Bologna. This book was the means of his con- 
version to the reformed faith. On leaving the 
monastery, John Craig became tutor in the family 
of a nobleman who had become a Protestant. 
But soon, with his host, he was accused of heresy, 
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and cast into a Roman dungeon. The 20th of 
August 1559 was to be the day of their execution ; 
but as Paul iv. died the night before, they, with 
other prisoners, found the prison doors thrown 
open. He and his companions found refuge in 
a little house out of Rome. When the soldiers 
entered it, the captain looked Craig in the face, 
and asked him if he remembered once relieving 
a poor wounded soldier near Bologna, adding, * I 
am the man. Providence has now put it in my 
power to return the kindness. You are at liberty ; 
your companions I must take, but for your sake 
shall show them every favour.' He then gave him 
some money, with directions for his escape. While 
journeying through Italy and avoiding the public 
roads, his money failed him. He lay down at the 
edge of a wood to consider his condition, and 
soon saw a dog coming to him with a purse in its 
mouth. He tried to drive it away, thinking that it 
was sent by some enemy who was in hiding. But 
the dog continued to fawn upon him, and at last 
he took the purse, and found in it the money 
needed to continue his journey. Like Elijah's 
ravens, this dog supplied the traveller's wants and 
strengthened his faith, and he went on his way 
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thanking Him who had thus provided wells of 
water in the wilderness. 

Prascovia LopoulofF could not bear the thought 
of her father, a Russian officer, being banished for 
life from his country to the wilds of Siberia by 
the capricious Emperor Paul i. She went all the 
way on foot to St. Petersburg, without even knowing 
the towns on the way between, to beg the Emperor's 
pardon for him, and prevailed. Afterwards she 
told how she would have been overcome in her 
first solitary steps through the wild forest, had she 
not remembered how the angel opened Hagar's 
eyes to see a well of water. 

' Far from the diamond fountain in the palms, 
"Who toils across the middle moonlight nights, 
Or when the white heats of the blinding noons 
Beat on the concave sand, yet in him keeps 
A draught of that sweet fountain that he loves 
To stay his feet from falling, and his spirit 
From the bitterness of death. * 




Chapter VI 1. 



H^iftitifi in tfje Mt\l 

THERE were anxious palpitating hearts that 
day in the well, in the court at Bahurim. 
The enemy were pursuing them like beasts of 
prey, and ever drawing nearer to the well. Strange 
hiding-place I And strange experiences Jonathan 
and Ahimaaz must have had that day. Only a 
thin covering, on which lay the ground com, was 
between them and certain death. After Absalom's 
servants had left the house and searched in vain, 
the two came up out of the well. Much would 
we like to have heard the story which they went 
and told David. 

Again we come near the edge of a well or pit in 
the wilderness, into which another lad has been let 
down.^ He was a comely youth of seventeen, still 

1 * The meaning of Dothan,* says Dr. Cunningham Geikie 
in his H<mrs with the Bible, from which we have gained much 
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comely, though stripped of his many-coloured coat. 
Rather would we keep company with him, hungry 
and alone in the empty pit where * there was no 
water,' than sit with his brothers at their ill-timed 
meal. Soon we see these brothers pointing to a 
moving line in the far distance, and before very 
long the caravan has stopped to take in Joseph as 
part of its wares. Bishop Hall says, * Little did they 
think what a jewel was now among their treasures.' 
In Egypt's dungeon, as in Dothan's pit, the Lord 
was with him, and saw in him even then, as all 
the world saw in the hour of his advancement, 
* the fruitful bough by the well whose branches ran 
over the wall.' 

Little Samuel Rutherford, when playing with 
some companions, fell into a deep well. The rest 

information, * is Two Wells ; * and he adds : * They are still in 
existence in the valley, one of them even now bearing the 
name of the "pit of Joseph." It is about three feet in 
diameter and at least thirty feet deep, the walls lined with 
masonry, but the bottom hewn out of the rock. Yet, as the 
water in it never dries up, it is hard to imagine that it can 
be the actual well into which Joseph was cast.' * It was such 
a cistern as that into which Joseph was put that Jeremiah 
had for a dungeon. They were generally covered over with 
a great stone.' 
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of the children ran off to alarm his parents, who, on 
reaching the spot, were astonished to find him 
seated on an adjoining hillock, cold and dripping. 
On being questioned how he had got there, he 
replied, * A bonny white man came and drew me 
out of the well' The historian adds, that though 
this approaches the marvellous, it is highly charac- 
teristic of the future man. Like Joseph, we can say 
of Rutherford, that he was a fruitful bough by a well 
Perhaps it was some remembrance of this incident 
that made him sing : 

* O Christ, He is the fountain, 

The deep sweet well of love. 
The streams on earth I've tasted, 

More deep I'll drink above ; 
There, to an ocean fulness, 

His mercy doth expand ; 
And glory, glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land/ 

Out of how many wells of danger and difficulty 
do we come up gladly thankful, like Jonathan, 
Ahimaaz, and Joseph ; or with Rutherford saying, 
* A bonny white man came and drew me out of the 
well' 
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3t&m at tfje Mtll * 

* From thee, O Rock once smitten, flow 

Life-giving streams for ever ; 
And whoso doth their sweetness know, 

He henceforth thirsteth never. 
My lips have touched the crystal tide. 

And feel no more returning 
The fever that so long I tried 

To cool, yet still felt burning ; 
O wondrous Well-spring, brimming o'er 

With living waters evermore.' 

•Jesus ... sat thus on the well.' — ^JoiiN IV. 6. 

WHAT has given to this well a glory all 
its own? In all ages it has been the 
theme alike of artist, poet, preacher; and why? 
Because Jesus *sat thus on the well.' The 
ground round it has been worn by many a 
traveller's foot ; the page of John's Gospel is well 
worn by the pilgrim's finger, and still we cannot 



pass it by. He who had not where to lay His 
head was thirsty, weary, hungry, when He came 
to this well Well might He have said as He 
looked round on His own earth, *I was thirsty, 
and ye gave me no drink ; . . . a stranger, and ye 
took me not in.' But no ; here beside this well, we 
are to have the most wonderful picture of self- 
forgetting love. As we gaze we say : 

* 1*11 let my weary mind recline 

On that eternal love of Thine, 

And human thonght forget.' 

We wish to sit with Him beside this well. We 
take a place beside the wicked woman, the dark 
background on which His love and glory were to 
shine. She thought she was sufficiently informed 
as to the history of her well, and could instruct 
Him. She knew not that in the far-back ages, 
when as yet * there were no fountains abounding 
with water,' He had been with the Father when 
He planned the world and her salvation. Little 
did she think when she left her home that morning 
with an empty pitcher and a still emptier heart, 
that ere nightfall the world would be all changed 
to her, or rather she all changed to it — the life of 
sin behind, and glory on before. 
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If the most earnest among us had been in His 
place that day, we should have thought our fatigue 
a reason for silence, or, at least, to such a small 
audience a short message would have seemed 
enough. But the woman marvels, angels marvel, 
the disciples marvel; and we, looking from this side 
the cross, marvel too ; but marvelling, understand 
that the love which flowed from His heart as the 
.blood and water from His side, had only in its 
intensity burst sooner forth that day, and flooded 
the being of that poor woman who at that well- 
side was made herself a spring of living water. 

* 'Twas deep, the weU from which He drew, 

Deep as His love, His woe. His grave ; 
It quenched His own great thirst, I knew, 

One dying soul from death to save. 
The cup was running o*er the brim — 

The cup of life He reached to me ; 
O thirsting spirit I ask of Him, 

And He will freely give to thee.* 




ADDED SPRINGS, 43 



Chapter IX. 



Springs of life in desert places 

Shall thy God unseal for thee ; 
Quickening and reviving graces, 

Dew-like, healing, sweet, and free. 
Springs of sweet refreshment flowing, 

When thy work is hard or long, 
Courage, hope, and power bestowing, 

Lightening labour with a song. 

Springs of peace, when conflict heightens. 

Thine uplifted eye shall see ; 
Peace that strengthens, calms, and brightens,-^ 

Peace, itself a victory I 
Springs of comfort, strangely springing 

Through the bitter wells of woe ; 
Founts of hidden gladness, bringing 

Joy that earth can ne'er bestow.' 

WHEN our Caleb comes to us, saying, * What 
wouldst thou?' our quick reply is, *A 
blessing; thou hast given me a south land; give 
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me also springs of water/ What are our upper 
and nether springs ? We have all got from Jesus 
the south good land, but we long still to have our 
possession increased in value because of wells dis- 
covered, springs laid bare. And as we cry for the 
springs of water, a fuller measure of His Spirit and 
power, we only plead His promise on that great 
day of the feast, * He that believeth on me, out of 
his belly shall flow rivers of living water.' We 
find the nether springs in Isaiah when he says: 

* By the springs of water He shall guide them,' and, 

* The beasts of the field shall honour me, because 
I give waters in the wilderness, and rivers in the 
desert, to give drink to my people, ... my chosen.' 
' God has seen your travail in the way,' and yet He 
does not lead you through the way of the Philistines, 
although that is near, but to Marah, and then 
to Elim. Your rivers may have had first to be 
turned into blood, your pleasant valley into a Baca ; 
and then, when, like the Egyptians, you digged for 
water round your streams of blood, you found a 
well. 

And what about the upper springs? He who 
has guided us by the springs of water will then 
lead us by the living fountains, as He keeps the 
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sun from lighting on us or any heat Seven 
times in Revelation are the * fountains of water' 
spoken of, and one of the invitations to Himself, 
the Fountain, is prefaced by a declaration of His 
power. *I am Alpha and Omega. I will give 
unto him that is athirst of the fountain of the water 
of life freely.' Zechariah had long before told of 
the fountain that was to be opened, clean and pure 
as the Levitical law ordained ; and Joel had told of 
the fountain that would go out from Jerusalem. 

In the lovely scenery of Isaiah thirty-fifth, we 
have a bright picture of these upper springs. When 
he speaks of the wilderness and desert rejoicing 
and blossoming as Carmel and Sharon, with the 
scent of Lebanon, we are sure, even if we did not 
know the verses, that water must be coming, but we 
are not prepared for the exquisite beauty of the 
scene. * The mirage shall become a lake, and the 
thirsty land springs of water.' What the weary 
traveller sees in the desert — ^a vision of palm trees 
and water which lures him on only to fall on the 
sand and die when he discovers his mistake — is 
to be not our dream but our realized portion. 
* Eye hath not seen, neither hath ear heard, neither 
hath it entered into the heart of man to conceive ;' 
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and yet Isaiah's word tells us that the golden fancy 
of our golden dreams shall be realized — 'the 
mirage shall become a lake.' 

* Zephyr, with wing dipped from the Well of Life, 
Sporting through Paradisei shed living dews ; 
The flowers, the spicy shrubs, the lawns, refreshed, 
Breathed their selectest balm, breathed odours such 
As angels love ; and all the trees of heaven, 
The cedar, pine, and everlasting oak, 
Rejoicing on the mountains, clapped their handa^ 
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Chapter X. 



W^% ^ropfiet at tfie QEelU 

* The Well was deep, and the water, 
From some mysterious spring. 

Was ever gashing far below 
With a tender murmuring ; 

And, deep underground, a tiny rill 
Stole on in the dark to sing.' 

WE remember at the Milan exhibition climb- 
ing some steps to the gallery, where there 
were models in glass cases, showing groups of the 
different varieties of peasant life of the Italians. 

More than paintings or photographs did these 
figures impress us, as they stood out like living 
statuary, as if taken by surprise while at their 
different occupations. 

Let us to-day take a walk through the gallery 
of the first nine chapters of Second Kings. Here 
we shall find life-like scenes, in which the actors 

D 
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Stand out boldly before us, as fresh to-day as if 
they were among the remains of some buried city 
newly brought to light. 

The first of these is round the edge of a well. 
Of what advantage was the pleasant situation of 
the city, in all its loveliness, when the water was 
bad ? This is the message which the deputation 
from the city carry to Elisha. His first thoughts 
may have been of Marah, as he wondered if the 
Lord would show him also a tree, to make the 
waters sweet But the new necessities called for 
new remedies. Our eye does not rest so much on 
the new cruse, with the white glistening crystals, 
as on the faith lying enclosed in the brave heart, 
as he walks forth to the spring, and casting in 
the salt, says: 'Thus saith the Lord, I have healed 
these waters ; there shall not be from thence any 
more death or barren land.* 

As we write, we are looking on a photograph 
of this very spring, fi:om which this woodcut is 
made. The water bubbles up in such quantity as 
at once to form a goodly-sized stream. Travellers 
still pitch their tents on the rising-ground above, 
so as to be near this supply of delicious water. 
Near it are scattered the stones of what may have 
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been the walls of Jericho, and thorn bushes grow 
among the heath and grasses. 

Thus we have seen how a well was the starting- 
point of Elisha's work, as at once a prophet and 
evangelist In after days, when the young men 
were like to die of their poisonous food, or the 
widow's house to be broken into by the angry 
creditor, when the borrowed axe was almost lost, 
or when he stood by the side of the leprous 
captain or the little corpse, did not Elisha see 
before him the wonder-working Jehovah, at whose 
word the spring was healed ? 

' Give me faith, that moveth mountains. 

Trusts and conquers day by day — 
Faith, that opens gushing fountains 
In the bleak and desert way-' 
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Chapter XI. 



Mt\\& fDtttfout Waitx, 

* Afar thro' the world there roam, helpless and friendless. 
Souls thirsting for water, hearts weaiy with care ; 
Till some guiding-note reach them their search must be 
endless, 
To the waters of life let us bid them repair. 
The daylight is going. 
But the fountain is flowing. 
And all who are weary its blessings may share. 

VERY terrible is Peter's description as he looks 
first up to the sky and speaks of the clouds 
carried with a tempest, and then down to the earth, 
and sees wells without water. So he describes 
those who have forsaken the right way, and are gone 
astray. *My people have committed two evils; 
they have forsaken Me, the fountain of living 
waters, and hewed them out cisterns, broken 
cisterns, that can hold no water.' 
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And what they laboured for they have become, 
waterless wells and broken cisterns; and over 
them a special doom is pronounced. 'O Lord, 
the Hope of Israel, all that forsake Thee shall be 
ashamed, and they that depart from Me shall be 
written in the earth, because they have forsaken 
the Lord, the fountain of living waters,' 

When a traveller comes to one of these wells, 
his disappointment cannot be told. The well is 
filled up with stones, the cistern has become the 
haunt of some wild animal The use of the pit 
is changed. To call it any longer a well is a 
misnomer. So we thought when lately we looked 
upon clothes being dried in the bed of a torrent 
The stream was dried up, which in the rainy season 
had been so swollen that the very Bay was coloured 
with what it discharged, and the stones over which 
the waters broke were now hot and dry. 

Peter shows us how Balaam led the Israelites 
astray, and then they led others; and thus. dishonour 
is brought on the great Fountain-Head. Near the 
torrent we refer to was the well in the Governor's 
Palace garden, where the pure drinking water 
comes underground from the highest mountain, 
sure and unfailing, supplying far and near. Which 
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shall we be? Unless the water is in us a spring 
of living water, mere vicinity or nearness to it does 
not avail 

As we stood by the dripping well at Knaresboro^, 
we saw all kinds of wooden curiosities and even 
plants turned into stone by the action of the 
water. The same water which brought life and 
health and verdure, hardened, congealed, and 
petrified. We are reminded of Jude's description, 
so like to Peter's, who also speaks of the running 
after Balaam, * Clouds they are without water, 
carried about of winds.* 

But we are not left here. If any are reading 
this page, knowing their emptiness and feeling 
these lines true of them — 

' Is the heart a well left empty ? None but God its void can 

mi; 

Nothing but a ceaseless fountain can its ceaseless longings 
stiU/ 

we have a message for them now. They need not 
remain for another hour * wells without water.' 

Quietly and unseen as the miracle took place in 
the tall cold jars at Cana does the change take 
place, and what was a well without water, as each 
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soul is which, made for God, yet knows not God, 
becomes a living well or a well of living water. 

A Dutch farmer was watching through a hole in 
the wall the unknown stranger to whom he had 
unwillingly given house-room. To his amazement 
he saw the young man uncover his head and pray ; 
and as with his ear at the hole he heard the sup- 
pliant pray for him, struck with surprise he left the 
hole, and, dropping the curtain, fell on his knees 
at his own bed. Humbling his heart, he felt as if 
the prayer of the stranger was already granted, 
because such unspeakable peace and joy took 
possession of him. 

If we had stood beside that farmer we would 
have said to the great Miracle-worker, as we 
saw the suspicious, curious eye behind the curtain, 
* Thou hast nothing to draw with, and the well is 
deep.' But all alone in that chamber, with no 
human help, in the stillness of the night, the well 
was made and filled ; and the man awoke to spend 
his first real day on earth, a new creature on the 
old earth. Between a good-night and a good- 
morning what cannot our glorious Lord perform ? 
A little sleeper awoke to find the framework of the 
old-fashioned wooden bed with its dingy striped cur- 
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tains transformed into a canopy of hanging flowers, 
which little brothers had twined as a birthday 
surprise. Our King has surprises for us too where 
we least expect them, if we will only be found 
faithful In the silent hours of the night, when 
one year falls off the roll of Time, and another 
takes its place so smoothly and quietly that the 
child sleeps on, when so many aged saints take 
flight to God, and little infants come from God, 
let us expect and ask that then, like Nicodemus 
and like that foreign farmer, some of our empty 
wells may become springs of water. 

Hardly less wonderful than the farmer's was the 
stranger's story, of how he had been led to that roof. 
His barge almost shattered, his bag lost, he swam 
to shore and saw the light in the farmer's house 
guiding him to Woubrugge, to see the revival in 
which village he had given up his first holiday. 
Had we but more of Comrie's faith, what might 
we not see between a good-night and good- 
morning, in the cases of souls in whom we are 
interested? What a revelation will the last day 
give of the souls which, in the midnight hours, 
have found the darkness past and the true light 
now shining 1 
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Chapter XII. 



' Such guests shall to Thy courts be led, 

To banquet on Thy love's repast ; 
And drink, as from a fountain's head, 
Of joys that shall for ever last. 

* With Thee the springs of life remain, 

Thy presence is eternal day ; 
O let Thy saints Thy favour gain, 
To upright hearts Thy truth display.* 

* Now the Lord hath made room for us.* — Gen. xxvi. 22. 

ISAAC had grown so great as to be the envy of 
all around. He had large possessions. His 
fields were yielding a hundred-fold, his herds were 
increasing, his flocks multiplying, and ever requiring 
new increase of servants to tend them. But soon 
he found they lacked that without which neither 
his cattle nor fields could prosper. * Where are the 
wells of my father ? * thought he. Nothing but 
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mounds of earth indicated the spots. They must 
be dug again, and named again. The servants' 
mattocks soon struck the source; but the angry 
Gerar herdmen strove for it, and he left it with a 
name to mark their unkindness — Esek (contention). 
Another spring was found ; but again the sounds of 
discord rang louder than the workman's tool, and 
as this time the strife was keener, the anger hotter, 
the spot was branded Sitnah (hatred). Again Isaac 
removed, and there were peace and joy and thank- 
fulness, as over the music of the flowing stream the 
word pronounced was Rehoboth (room). 

Is there not a spot on earth which we may truly 
call our Rehoboth ? The law was on our track. 
The Father and child could not be reconciled, for 
His commands were broken. Of some at Esek, of 
some at Sitnah, the description still held true, ' hate- 
ful, and hating one another.* We had no room made 
for us anywhere on earth, no city of refuge to hide 
in. But the kindness and love of God met the chaos 
• of hate and envy. There was a meeting-ground 
purchased and made sure. ' The fountain is opened 
for the house of David, and the inhabitants pf 
Jerusalem, for sin and for uncleanness.' *One of 
the soldiers with a spear pierced His side, and forth- 
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with came thereout blood and water.' And the 
word pronounced was Rekoboth — enmity slain, law 
magnified, justice satisfied, sin atoned for, con- 
science appeased. A place for three to meet in : 
God and the sinner reconciled over the body of 
the slain Christ 

There is a moment in a sinner's life with which 
no stranger hand can intermeddle. If darkness 
covered for three hours our Redeemer's agony, so 
is it in silence and stillness that the cry goes up — 

* I thirst, Thou wounded LAmb of God, 
To wash me in Thy cleansing blood, 
To dwell within Thy wounds, then pain 
Is sweet, and life or death is gain.' 

And never need we go forth from the shadow 
of that Cross. Surely again to contend or strive 
with any fellow -being were impossible! The 
brotherhood, the family, claim kinship here. Did 
our minds dwell on the sufferings of the Crucified, 
and what sin meant to Him, our present lives 
would be inconceivable. Satan and our wicked 
hearts strive hard to keep us distant from that 
cross where we see sin in its true character and 
right dimensions. As it was here we found cleans- 
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ing at first, so it is here we come to get our daily 
thirst appeased as we journey through the desert. 
He said * I thirst ' that we might say * I drink/ and 
so we sing : 

' Beneath that cross clear waters burst, 

A fountain sparkling free ; 
And there I quench my desert thirst ; 
No spring like this for me I 

' A stranger here, I pitch my tent 

Beneath this spreading tree ; 
Here shall my pilgrim life be spent • 
No home like this for me ! ' 
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Chapter XIII. 



fgcallns at tfie ^EelL 

' Beneath Moriah's rocky side 
A gentle fountain springs, 
Silent and soft its waters glide, 
Like peace the Spirit brings. 

* The thirsty Arab stoops to drink 

The cool and quiet wave ; 

The thirsty spirit stops to think 

Of Him who came to save. 

' Siloam is the fountain's name, 

It means " One sent from God ; " 
And thus the Holy Saviour's fame 
It gently spreads abroad. 

' Oh grant that I, like this sweet well. 

May Jesus' image bear. 
And spend my life, my all, to tell 
How lull His mercies are.' 

TWO summers ago some boys were playing at 
this well One of them amused himself 
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by wading up a channel cut in the rock which 
leads into the pool, slipped, and fell into the 
water. On coming to the surface he saw what 
looked like letters on the rocky wall of the channel 
He told the German architect, Mr. Schick, who 
at once went to the spot. The following February 
one of the Palestine explorers, Mr. Sayce, by the 
dim light of a candle, in a cramped position from 
the narrow space, the channel swarming with mos- 
quitoes, carefully studied the Phoenician letters. 

Captain Conder, in a letter, tells how he was 
obliged, whilst studying this inscription, to stand 
for an hour and a half knee -deep in water. 
Although there is still division of opinion as to 
the date of it, and further investigation may lead 
to fresh discovery, there is for us a special interest 
in the coming to light of these long-buried letters, 
as we picture to ourselves the two gangs of Jewish 
workmen, thousands of years ago, who had started 
from opposite ends of the cutting, meeting at last, 
and the waters flowing towards the pool. * This is 
the history of the tunnel. While the excavators 
lifted the pick, each toward his neighbour, and 
while they were three cubits to the mouth, the exca- 
vators came together.' So it has been translated. 
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Whilst we cannot take the long journey to look 
on these characters, we are deeply thankful to 
those noble Palestine explorers for putting within 
our reach such hard-won knowledge. We seem 
to have found a new verse of the Bible as we read 
the inscription. 

Nehemiah gives us a glimpse of another work- 
man busy at this same fountain, as we see Shallum, 
the ruler of Mizpah, building the wall of the pool 
of Siloam. Isaiah speaks of its waters going softly 
above the strong under-current. 

John tells us of healing coming out of these same 
waters. There were willing feet finding their way 
to this well that day. The man was blind, his 
eyes more firmly sealed than ever with the clay 
which covered them. Could we have a more 
graphic picture? 'He went his way, therefore, 
and washed, and came seeing.' How different the 
return journey from that well. One wonders 
whether his eyes were fullest of the beauties all 
around, or his heart of gratitude to Him who 
had worked for him this miracle. 

He had no intervening stage of seeing men as 
trees walking. His quick faith had quick result. 
Listen to his autobiography, *The man that is 
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called Jesus made clay, and anointed mine eyes, 
and said unto me, Go to Siloam and wash ; so I 
went away and washed and I received sight' 
Sounding down the centuries, the voices mingle of 
two washed ones. The Gentile saying: ^^ Now 
I know that there is no God in all the earth but 
in Israel,' and the clear-eyed Jew, *One thing / 
know^ that whereas I was blind, now I see.' 

To very many has this blind man brought light, 
before and since the day when David Stratton, 
then himself groping for light, wished the story 
prolonged, saying to his friend : * Read me mair o' 
yon blind man the guid Lord Jesus speered after.' 
* There's no more told of him. The last thing 
is this, "He said. Lord, I believe. And he 
worshipped Him." ' 




Chapter XIV. 



Eraser at tift SiUll. 

• But God, who caused a fountain at thy prayer 
From the dry ground to spring, thy thirst to allay 
After the brunt of battle, can as easy 
Cause light again within thy eyes to spring, 
Wherewith to serve Him better than thou hast ; 
And I persuade me so ; why else this strength 
Miraculous yet remaining in those locks ? 
His might continues in thee not for nought, 
Nor shall His wondrous gifts be frustrate thus. ' 

' God clave an hollow place that was in the jaw, and there 
came water thereout; . . . wherefore he called the name 
thereof Enhakkore (the well of him that called, or cried).* 

JUDG. XV. 19. 

OUT of the six names mentioned in the apostle's 
little postscript to the great catalogue of 
overcomers in Heb. xi., four have their biographies 
in the Book of Judges, and are as gleams 
of light on an otherwise dark sky. The life of 
Samson especially is a blaze of light shooting out 
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from the darkness. In his history the dazzling 
events follow each other in quick succession, and 
before we are aware we are standing among the 
wreck of all his glory. The laurel wreath seems 
withering ere he is crowned. 

Two of his prayers are mentioned in the short 
biography of four chapters. Before his birth 
Manoah had prayed, and received a definite 
answer. The angel whose name was secret re- 
turned to his tent, not to eat bread or tarry, 
but to leave his orders, and in the sacrificial 
flame return to God. After the three hundred 
jackals have worked havoc in the standing corn, 
the strong man takes up his abode in a rocky 
crag. He soon takes vengeance on the Philistines 
for binding him, and with an ass's jawbone he slays 
a thousand men. But he is sore athirst. Not long 
before, when h« had slain the lion, he had been fed 
with honey, and now he prays, * Thou hast given 
this great deliverance into the hand of Thy servant ; 
and now shall I die for thirst ? ' God heard his 
cry, and made a well for him. He drank, his 
spirit came again, and he revived. 

There is something deeply pathetic in his kst 
prayer. Before, it was the strong young man pray- 
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ing as if to take heaven by storm ; now, the blind 
petitioner, bound with fetters, worn with the grind- 
ing in the prison-house, in subdued tones pleads, 
*0 Lord God, remember me, I pray thee, and 
strengthen me, I pray thee, only this once, O 
God/ Not often does a pleader pray himself away, 
and know in the very act that he will not plead 
again. But this was faith, and, Samson-like, he 
prays and leans. A crash ; and all is done. 

* O dearly-bought revenge, yet glorious ! 
Living or dying, thou hast fulfiird 
The work for which thou wast foretold 
To Israel, and now liest victorious 
Among thy slain, self-kill'd. 
Not willingly, but tangled in the fold 
Of dire necessity, whose law in death conjoinM 
Thee with thy slaughter'd foes, in number more 
Than all thy life had slain before.* 




68 WELLS OF WATER, 



Chapter XV. 



* Was happiness, 
Was self-approving, God-approving joy, 
In drops of dew, however pure ? in gales. 
However sweet? in wells, however clear? 
Or groves, however thick with verdant shade ? 

• •••••• 

They waked the native fountains of the soul 
Which slept before ! and stirred the holy tides 
Of feeling up, giving the heart to drink, 
From its own treasures, draughts of perfect sweet.* 

BEER-SHEBA, one of the most familiar Bible 
spots, took its name from a meeting at a 
well Travellers tell us that besides two larger 
wells there are here five smaller ones. The curb- 
stones are worn by the friction of the ropes, and 
round the wells are the troughs for the cattle. 
Many and various events happened here, but 
the meeting of Abimelech and Abraham has for 
us a peculiar interest 
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It was not long since Jehovah had chosen the 
rainbow as the token of His covenant ; and now 
Abimelech looks on the seven ewe lambs, and 
takes them as a pledge at Abraham's hand. And 
so down the ages the story of covenants has always 
had a fascination all its own, as the heaps of stones 
and pillars set up remind us of the words, * The 
Lord watch between me and thee when we are 
absent one from another.* 

The two large wells, about three hundred paces 
apart, sunk sixty feet into the limestone rock, 
which are still there, saw great transformations 
being wrought In Abraham's day Beer-sheba 
changed from being the last inhabited spot of the 
desert, and became the southern frontier of his 
descendants, and hence the proverb ' from Dan to 
Beer-sheba.' From this well Abraham started on 
his journey of faith to Moriah, and his son is spared 
to renew the covenant at this very well Here the 
Philistine kings called Isaac * The blessed of the 
Lord.* After the feast they rose early in the 
morning, and when the covenant was made Abime- 
lech and Ahuzzath departed in peace. The well 
gave the abiding name to the city, for we read 
that after Isaac's servants told him * Concerning 
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the well which he had digged . . . We have found 
water/ that he called it * Shebah (an oath), there- 
fore the name of the city is Beer-sheba (the well 
of the oath) unto this day.' Here where the Lord 
spoke to Isaac during the night, with the assuring 
promise, 'Fear not, for I am with thee, and will 
bless thee,* he builded an altar, pitched his tent, 
and then of necessity * digged a well.' 

Jacob must have loved these wells, for the two 
great departures of his life commenced here. 
Here he set out, a lonely pilgrim, staff in hand, 
for Haran. Here, when he was an old man, the 
caravans rested on their way to Egypt As long 
after, in the temple at Shiloh, the voice waked the 
little sleeper calling * Samuel, Samuel,' at the open- 
ing of his life-work, so here a voice comes to the 
sleeping, aged pilgrim, at lifers close, calling him 
by the old familiar name, 'Jacob, Jacob.' It is 
at Beer-sheba, on the margin of a new country, at 
the verge of a new epoch in the history of the 
race, that again a * Fear not ' breaks the air, as the 
covenant-making, covenant-keeping Jehovah says, 
* I am God, the God of thy father ... I will go 
down with thee into Egypt.' 
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Chapter XVI. 



* As pants the hart for cooling streams. 

When heated in the chase ; 
So longs my soul, O God, for Thee, 
And Thy refreshing grace. 

* Why restless, why cast down, my soul ? 

Hope still, and thou shalt sing 
The praise of Him who is thy God, 
Thy health's eternal spring.* 

' He sendeth the springs into the valleys, which run among 
the hills.' — Ps. civ. 12. 

THE shepherd boy knew well where to find 
these springs, and the Psalmist lets us over- 
hear the chorus of birds singing by their side, and 
see the wild asses quenching their thirst. Surely 
it was with the remembrance of these bubbling 
wells in his mind that he exclaimed, *A11 my 
springs are in Thee.' For it was a true child of 



nature who wrote the words which head this page, 
one who knew 

ft 

' A distant deamess in the hill, 
A secret sweetness in the stream,' 

and had watched the 'sleeping silver' among 
the hills. It may have been the memory of some 
disappointment, when water had failed him, that 
made him write, *He tumeth . . . watex-springs 
into dry ground . . . and dry ground into water- 
springs.' * My flesh longeth for Thee in a dry and 
thirsty land where no water is.' 

There are exquisite pictures of David's shepherd 
life all through his Psalm-book. On yonder height 
he sees a hart heated with the chase panting after 
the water-brooks, looking first on this side, then on 
that, but seeing only rugged hill-tops or a dreary 
waste : * So panteth my soul after God' Again, 
he shows us a grassy meadow with verdure and 
freshness all around, where we walk with him 
beside the still waters, or lie down among the 
green pastures. 

How many since Luther's day have read their 
own experience in the Psalm that is sometimes 
called his, because of his delight in it, as they 
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saw how the troubled waters, roaring and swelling, 
were preparing them for their place beside the 
quietly-flowing crystal river which makes glad the 
city of God. 

We get still further into the heart of the sweet 
singer, to find enshrined there his love and longing 
for water. In the heat and din of battle there rises 
before his eye the loved well of his childhood, 
which he had often passed and often drunk from, 
as his feet crossed the entrance to his native town ; 
and he cried, * Oh, that one would give me to 
drink of the water of the Well of Bethlehem that is 
at the gate.' Scarce was the request uttered when 
the three mighty men thought life itself a worthy 
price for water for their king. But the drops fell 
to the ground an offering to the Lord. David 
would not drink what might as easily have been a 
cup of1)lood. 

* Three mighty men, full armM for the fight, 
Burst through the yeomen with resistless might, 
And brought unto the king. 

What time the night fell late, 
Of the water from the Well of Bethlehem, 
Which is beside the gate.* 
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Chapter XVI L 



* When toiling afar in the city, 

Under a burning sky, 
The very thought of my well would come 
, Like a ble§sing from on high — 
Like the voice of flowing waters. 

In a desert hot and dry. 

* As my spring-time melted sweetly 

Into the summer days, 
I would sit by the well till the evening star 

Dropped her sweet looks of praise 
Into the secret waters. 

That trembled beneath her gaze.* 

* I made me pools of water.' — Eccles. ii. 6. 

AS we read Solomon's Song, we feel the strong 
fragrance wafted on the air of all manner of 
pleasant fruits and flowers. We do not wonder 
when we come upon the fountain of gardens, the 
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spring shut up, the fountain sealed, significant of 
delicious water to be kept for the king's own use \ 
because the flowers and fruit will not grow without 
the water, and if there is not a spring it must be 
supplied artificially. This also Solomon under- 
stood We are told that the correct reading of 
Eccles. ii. 6 is to 'water the rough mountain 
forest,' and that he had 'cascades or pools falling 
from ledge to ledge to water the forest trees planted 
by him on picturesque heights.' 

We were in a garden where the vine and fig, 
coffee and pepper plant, palm and mango, basked 
under a cloudless sky and almost tropical sun. The 
entrance to it was lined on either side with hedges 
of scented geranium and fuchsia, but these could not 
have lived through the long drought but for the tank 
and the ievadas. Not far off we saw a summer-house 
covered with the rich purple of the bougenvillia, 
which had rushed up in an incredibly short time 
to meet the sun, and in our home the frangipanni 
blossoms scented the whole room. 

From Solomon's forests and vineyards, orchards 
and gardens, with their pools and springs, let us 
turn to the lessons he learnt, that we also may draw 
water 
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* At those clear wells 
Where sweetness dwells, 
Drawn up by saints in crystal buckets.* 

Here are some of his well-springs : * The mouth 
of a righteous man is a well of life.' Seven times 
in this tenth ot Proverbs has he spoken of the 
tongue or mouth of the righteous. 

* The fear of the Lord is a fountain of life.' 

* In the sweet fear of Jesus, 
May I begin the day, 
Fearful lest I should grieve Him, 
Fearful lest I should stray.* 

This has for long been a favourite subject, and it 
was a new delight to find we might put it among 
our fountains. We cannot linger on ground where 
we should find old friends like Isaac, Joseph, and 
Nehemiah drinking from this source, or stay to see 
Malachi chronicling the meeting of the God-fearing 
believers. It is drinking here that we learn that 
there is no fear in love, and that daily He sends 
His fear as a pioneer before us, to keep us from 
fear of evil if we accept the escort Before He 
came to earth the word was written of him, * The 
Spirit of the Lord shall rest upon Him, • • . the 

I 
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spirit of the fear of the Lord : ' literally, ' The fear 
of Jehovah shall be the very breath of His life.' 
Let us ask from Him that over our lives Joseph's 
motto may stand, *I fear God,' that we may be 
able with Nehemiah to ask others, * Ought ye not 
to walk in the fear of our God ? ' 

'The law of the wise is a fountain of life, to 
depart from the snares of death.' ' Understanding 
is a well-spring of life.' *The words of a man*s 
mouth are as deep waters, and the well-spring of 
wisdom as a flowing brook.' * Counsel in the 
heart of man is like deep water; but a man of 
understanding will draw it out' 

Our last quotation is a very terrible one, in which 
we read between the lines some of the king's own 
sad experience : * A righteous man falling down 
before the wicked, is as a troubled fountain and a 
corrupt spring.' Such is his picture of compromise 
with the world in any form. 
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Chapter XVIII 



* The Sabbath sun stole forth with noiseless grace, 
And Christ the Lord, the Sun of our dark race. 
As noiseless left His own obscure abode, 
Unnoticed by the sacrilegious crowd. 
He by Bethesda's waters proved with power 
That Christ alone the human race could cure.' 

HERE we find our world in miniature — 'a 
great multitude of impotent folk, of blind, 
halt, withered, waiting.' Since sin entered our 
fair earth, bringing disease, destruction, and death 
in its train, the whole creation has groaned and 
travailed together in pain until now. The fairest 
scenes where nature has been most lavish, almost 
prodigal in her gifts, are not exempt So we 
thought one lovely autumn morning at Madeira. 

We had been roused at one o'clock as the mail 
steamer had come in, g.nd we drove down in an ox- 
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drawn waggon to the water's edge, through a scene 
of wondrous beauty. There was a Sabbath still- 
ness as the city slept, and the stars awoke, and the 
moon was shedding a fairy brightness over the hill- 
side dotted with palms and vineyards, and making 
the blue waters silvery upon a silvery strand But 
at the edge of the little boat stood a blind beggar 
importunate in his misery. And when, a day or 
two before, the sun was shining in his strength, 
and the soft healing wind was making a crack- 
ling sound among the sugar-canes, little feet came 
into the garden where we were to beg some 
orange leaves to use as a febrifuge for a fevered 
patient. 

So it was when Christ went out that Sabbath 
morning. In a previous chapter we have had 
Him dealing with a sinner in whom sin had ap- 
peared in its worst type beside a well Here we 
have Him beside a pool dealing with a sinner 
whose disease seemed hopeless. Before reaching 
the pool He knew of the poor man's infirmity, that 
it was a case of long standing, thirty and eight 
years, and that his one desire was to be healed. 
Still He says to him, *Wilt thou ? ' The man seems 
neither to have had friends like the man sick of 



the palsy, who got himself let down through the roof, 
nor means like the woman with the issue of blood, 
who had spent all her living on physicians; but 
when he said, * I have no man,' his abject poverty 
met Heaven's wealth, his human emptiness the 
Divine fulness. * Immediately the man was made 
whole.' But it was not till afterwards, in the 
temple, that the poor man knew that the stranger 
who had healed him was Jehovah-Rophi. 

We have seen the grateful looks in eyes, which 
spoke more than words, of poor cured ones who, 
when coming for their discharge from hospital or 
lodging, have scarcely known whether to be happy 
for their restoration or sorry to leave their helper. 
What did the cleansed one feel that day when 
from the lips of Him who spake as never man 
spake, the gracious tones, at once of encourage- 
ment and warning, fell as silver notes from the 
trumpet of Jubilee, *Thou art made whole: sin 
no more, lest a worse thing come upon thee ' ? 

'Jesus, Thou true Bethesda of my soul, 
Sin-worn and wasted, Thy voice made me whole ; 
Bethesda's porches Thou, Bethesda*s pool, 
My House of Mercy, wondrous, beautiful ! 
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' The same day was the Sabbath day indeed, 
God rested save from mercy, man from need. 
And Satan's rest was broken like a reed.' 

An anxious soul entered a strange church. She 
was still young. This Sabbath was her eighteenth 
birthday. But she knew what a dreadful disease 
she had, and having been now a 'long time in 
that case,' she entered the house of mercy, her 
Bethesda, wondering when and where she would 
meet the Healer. The text was given out, * Ought 
not this woman whom Satan hath bound, lo, these 
eighteen years, to be loosed from her bonds on 
the Sabbath day ? ' She recognised her Healer's 
voice, heard no more, but was * immediately made 
whole . • . and on the same day was the Sabbath.' 
Next day she wrote to her brother, 'The fetters 
of my soul are broken. Jesus is mine and I am 
His.' Only six short months did she go about 
loosed from her infirmity. Her next birthday was 
spent walking with Him in white before the throne. 

* I see the whole design, 
I, who saw power, see now love perfect too : 
Perfect, I call Thy plan.* 



82 WELLS OF WATER. 



Chapter XIX. 



* Living waters still are flowing, 

Full and free for all mankind, 
Blessings sweet on all bestowing ; 

All a welcome And. 
All the world may come and prove Him ; 

Every doubt will Christ dispel, 
When each heart shall truly love Him, 

Waiting at the well.* 

' The water that I shall give him shall be in him a well 
of water springing up into everlasting life.' — ^John iv. 14. 

WE love these words standing between the 
old trumpet-cry of Isaiah, • Ho every one 
that thirsteth, come ye to the waters,' loud and 
clear announcing the coming of the Lamb to be 
slain, and John's solemn, measured, silvery tones, 
ere the book is closed, ' Let him come and drink 
of the water of life freely.' 
We all look back to some well in our childhood 
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which we loved to visit On the hot summer day, 
though all around was dry, the grassy bank burnt 
and bare, the road dusty, the usual reservoirs 
large or small dried up, we could count on the 
spring well It may have been near a river's side, 
with its stone-arching and ivy peeping in, keeping 
all around fresh and green. As the child filled 
the pitcher, the little arm darted down, looking 
strangely larger and plumper in the clear, cool 
spring. It failed not, quite unlike the jet in the 
wide basin close by, which was only turned on 
on rare occasions. 

Such will the Lord make us; and though all 
around us may be dead and bare. He can keep 
us like the palm tree fresh and green among the 
sand, because of the spring at its roots, twenty or 
thirty feet deep. Our life is hid with Christ in 
God. Christ having come to the spring of the 
waters and cast in Himself, they are healed 
at the source, so that there cannot be any more 
death or barren land. We who have been what 
James calls an anomaly, a fountain sending forth 
sweet and bitter, salt and fresh water, are now 
made new by Him. Let us see to it that no 
blighting east wind such as Hosea speaks of comes 



and dries up our spring, but let it be as Isaiah so 
beautifully describes, 'a spring of water, whose 
waters fail (lie or deceive) not' We remember 
in the large grounds of the Exhibition which was 
being got ready for the coming of the King of 
Italy, some poor swans which were wandering 
about quite disconsolate in their empty ponds. 
They knew not that their waters had failed them, 
their course having been altered for a little to bear 
beauty elsewhere. 

Some beautiful large anemones arrived one 
morning in a box from Pau. Water had failed 
them, and they lay all drooping and half withered, 
begging for pity. A few hours after they were 
scarcely recognisable, so great was the transforma- 
tion. A mass of red and purple met our eyes, and 
their widely opened petals seemed each to thank 
us for the refreshing draught At the scent of 
water they revived. If we have felt for plants or 
animals which from some oversight, when their 
care-taker was ill, have almost died from want of 
water, or far more for our brave countrymen, who 
in times of famine and battle have died without a 
drop to moisten their parched lips, shall we not 
be even more in earnest to see that no thirsty soul 
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comes to us for help only to find us a failing 
spring ? 

* Drawn wells are seldom dry,* says the proverb. 
*As a fountain from which water is continually 
drawn forth is thereby rather purified, and bubbles 
up the more, but being staunched, fails altogether ; 
so the spiritual gift and word of doctrine, if it be 
continually drawn forth, rises up the more,' says 
Chrysostom. ' He that watereth shall be watered 
also himself,' says Solomon. 

One of the words in Hebrew for well is the same 
as that translated eye. As the eye gives brightness 
to the face and the well to the dry earth, so we 
are to help thirsty souls, looking out for those 
who will not come of themselves for water. 

When Jesus says that the water is 'springing 
up into everlasting life,' He means that we have 
heaven begun already in our souls. Have we not 
felt about some of His children that they kept 
so near the Fountain of Life here below, that it 
would be no great change when they were really 
at His side ? 

It was the well of water springing up to meet 
the Everlasting Life which was feeding it from the 
skies, that made Henderson, worn by disease and 
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exhaustion, speak thus to his Mend in the vessel 
which carried the frail body soon to be laid in the 
Greyfriars churchyard. When Sir James Stuart 
congratulated him on looking better, he said, 'I 
will tell you the reason. I am near the end of 
my race, hasting home, and I am as glad of it as 
a schoolboy when sent home from the school to 
his father's house.' 

' Thou hast no shore, fair ocean 1 

Thou hast no time, bright day 1 
Dear fountain of refreshment 

To pilgrims far away I 
Upon the Rock of Ages 

They raise thy holy tower ; 
Thine is the victor's laurel, 

And thine the golden dower 1 ' 
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Chapter XX. 



' Each cloud shall have its line of light, 
Each storm be arched with rainbow bright ; 
Fresh wells of comfort at our feet 
Shall send forth streams as pure as sweet, 
And in our very darkest time, 
Like silver bells, will sound thi^ chime, 
Sweeter than earthly minstrelsy, 
" E'en as thy days tiiy strength shall be.' 



»f I 



* Who passing through the valley of Baca, make it a well : 
the rain also fiUeth the pools. 

'They go from strength to strength; eveiy one of them 
in Zion appeareth before God/ — Ps. Lxxxiv. 6, 7. 

THE Prayer-Book version reads : * Who going 
through the vale of misery use it for a 
well : and the pools are filled with water ; ' and how 
many say from their own experience that their 
Baca was made a well ! As we write these lines, 
a wreath of pure white flowers and fragile ferns 
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from our garden is on its way to a baby's grave. 
God has strange ways of sinking the wells that are 
afterwards to bring comfort and help to His chil- 
dren. When the cisterns of earth have been found 
to hold no water, the heart turns to the great 
Fountainhead In Baca's valley secret springs are 
discovered, and the cry goes up amid our tears, 
* We have found water.' 

A young student of law was laid down with 
fever at Berlin. The doctor ordered his bed 
to be moved to a corner of the room where the 
light would not trouble him, so that he lay with 
only a very thin partition between him and the 
room of the master of the house. He was not 
long removed before he heard the words repeated 
over and over again : 

* To-day thou livest yet ; 
To-day turn thee to God ; 
For, ere to-morrow comes, 
Thou may*st be with the dead.' 

The words so fixed themselves in his memory 
that they seemed burnt into his heart. When the 
doctor next came to see him and felt his pulse, 
asking how he was, he only got the answer : 
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* To-day thou livest yet ; 
To-day turn thee to God ; 
For, ere to-morrow comes, 
Thou may*st be with the dead.* 

* What is the matter with you ? ' said the doctor ; 
' what has come over you ? you are quite changed ; 
what is the meaning of it? Were it not that the 
fever has abated, I should say that your mind 
was wandering, and you were raving !' 

The only answer that he got was : 

* To-day thou livest yet ; 
To-day turn thee to God/ 

The doctor left him unwillingly; but on his 
own way home he could not get the look and the 
voice of his friend out of his memory. 

When he visited him again the next day, he 
found him much better and calmer ; but changed, 
grave and earnest, Bible in hand, his carelessness 
all gone. The work of grace had begun in his 
soul. And the doctor, too, opened his heart 
willingly to the Holy Spirit, who by the mouth of 
his friend had first spoken to him, and now strove 
for an entrance to his souL 

It had so happened that, on the day when the 
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sick man's bed was moved, the son of the master 
of the house had not learned his lesson at school. 
It was a lesson from the hymn-book, and consisted 
of that hymn, some words of which we have given. 
The father put the boy in the comer to learn his 
lesson there ; and this was the very corner beside 
which the fever patient had that morning been 
placed. The rooms were only divided by a very 
thin partition, through which the words of the 
boy's lesson reached the sick man's ears, and by 
God's grace pierced his heart. 

That young man's Baca was made a welL 
Through fire and through water we are thus 
brought to a wealthy place, and when we get 
home we shall give thanks for our Bacas. 

On the deck of a Union steamer a young man 
with the undoubted lineaments of a child of Jacob 
came to speak to us. He was fresh from the 
diamond fields at Kimberley. As we looked at 
a diamond in its rough state, he said, 'That is 
precious now, but it will be worth far more when 
it is cut.' Is this what our Lord says of us as He 
looks down on the child whom that day He is to 
lead through a vale of Baca? David beautifully 
gives us our goal to which the Bacas lead : 'They 
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go from Strength to strength ; every one of them 
in Zion appeareth before God.' 

* The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Esteem as foil wherem thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home return.' 

And the pilgrims are passing in more quickly than 
we can count them. As we opened a newspaper 
on our arrival at Madeira, we saw in one column 
that three friends had been taken home. From 
our cabin in the steamer, as the little boats were 
pushing off at each new port, we heard the 
sailor marching overhead as he called out, *Any 
more for the shore? Any more for the shore?' 
And to our friends this call had come — to the 
veteran pastor, the lady of rank and earnest 
worker, and the young, ardent missionary gather- 
ing sheaves with busy hand from * the white fields 
of France.' 

We know not how many Bacas are before us, 
but we know that at the end of the last is Home. 
At the same lovely island of which we have spoken, 
the mail steamers have no fixed hour for calling. 
Some are quicker than others, and often stay so 
short a time as to leave unready would-be pas- 



sengers behind. We had said good-night to our 
friend in the hotel, hoping to have still another 
day on shore. But at midnight the rocket went 
up to say the steamer had come in ; and we had 
to rise and depart When our friends awoke, it 
was to find empty rooms and vacant places at the 
table d'hdte. 'In such an hour as ye think not 
the Son of man cometh,' but till then let us go on 
singing : — 

' Who passing thorough Baca*s vale, 

Therein do dig up wells ; 
Ako the rain that falleth down 

The pools with water fills. 
So they from strength unwearied go 

Still forward unto strength, 
Until in Sion they appear 

Before the Lord at length.* 
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Chapter XXI. 
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WaXtx Benietr^ 

* We are ourselves 
Our heaven and hell, the joy, the penalty, 
The yearning, the fruition.* 

* Then as I looked, I saw 
His eyes glare horribly, his dry, parched lips 
Open, his weary hands stretch idly forth 
As if to clutch the air — infinite pain 
And mockery of hope. " Seest thou them now ? '* 
He said. *' I thirst, I parch, I famish, yet 
They still elude me, fair and tempting fruit 
And cooling waters.*' * 

* Have mercy on me, and send Lazarus, that he may dip 
the tip of his finger in water, and cool my tongue.' 

* Between us and you there is a great gulf fixed ; so that 
they which would pass from hence to you cannot ; neither 
can they pass to us, that would come from thence.* 

Luke xvi. 24, 26. 

NEVER did artist paint on canvas at once with 
such dazzling brilliancy and such searching 
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scrutiny as the Lord Jesus what is daily happen- 
ing in our present life, and what will be when time 
shall be no more. The rich man lying in his 
purple robes, calling for new dishes and old wines 
at every freak of fancy; the beggar at his porch 
watching with hungry, piteous eye the servants flit 
out and in, homeless and friendless as the very 
dogs who licked his sores. But the scene passes 
from earth. The poor beggar now finds his rest, 
and as a tired child is carried to sleep in Abraham's 
bosom. A funeral passes through the gate, and 
the servants are glad that the poor man's misery 
is no longer there to haunt them. What is this 
piercing cry? Not the beggar now. Ah no I his 
wants are all supplied. But he is seen by the 
man who would not cast eyes on him on earth. 
*Send I^zarus, that he may dip the tip of his 
finger in water, and cool my tongue.' * But Abra- 
ham said, Son, remember.' 

* You have had water when Lazarus often was 
thirsty :' * Thou in thy lifetime receivedst thy good 
things.' Surely the bitterness of hell to the un- 
saved will be the memory of the living water they 
refused. Memory will start the train of remem- 
brance, when as a schoolboy one read the large text 
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on the wall : ' Remember now thy Creator in the 
days of thy youth ; ' but instead he forgot Or it 
may have been in mid-time of life, that at a well- 
side where the words were written, * Whosoever 
drinketh of the water that I shall give him, shall 
never thirst,' another saw a companion drink and 
live, and he forgot the words. At any rate, it will 
always be, * Son, remember.' 

* No drop of water now shall slake his thirst, 

Nor cool the tongue tormented in the fire, 
Nor free the conscience from the worm accurst 
That ever gnawing never can expire. 

* Waters of Lethe never touch that shore, 

Or carry sweet oblivion in their flow ; 
The past will be the present evermore. 
And ** Son, remember," climax of all woe.' 

* And beside all this, between us and you there 
is a great gulf fixed ; so that they which would 
pass from hence to you cannot* One morning 
at Turin there was a stir in the hotel, as 
travellers returned to tell that a small tunnel 
on the Mont Cenis railway had fallen in, and 
the line was blocked. For days this was the 
only subject talked of by the impatient tourists 
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whose plans were all overturned. Letters, news- 
papers, telegrams, either came not at all, or went 
a long round by Switzerland or Marseilles. For a 
time we were cut off from home, and the feeling 
was strange and sad Will you think now, dear 
friend, of what it will be to have all communica- 
tion with heaven and Jesus stopped, and no possi- 
bility of going round another way ? Not even to 
carry a drop of water for your parched lips. 

* He died — he died of what ? of wretchedness ; 
Drank every cup of joy, heard every trump 
Of fame, drank early, deeply drank, drank draughts 
That common millions might have quenched ; then died 
Of thirst, because there was no more to drink.* 

We know you are not happy now in your dry 
and thirsty land where there is no water. Even 
now your conscience sends in accusing accounts 
which you had for a long time forgotten, and for 
which you have not yet got the receipt in blood. 
The sin sweet in your mouth is bitter after it is 
swallowed, and your best actions, when set beside 
the law of God, are as different as the colour you 
matched in gaslight is seen to be in the sunlight. 
And what about your life ? Can you count on it ? 
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It is but a vapour. An Alpine climber was just 
saying to his friend as they reached a cross, where 

all stopped to look at the place where poor L 

lost his life, * I cannot understand what L was 

doing to lose his footing here, and still less how 
he should have been killed. Why did he not see 
this point of rock, which juts out at the foot of 

the cross ? ' As he spoke these words, M. B 

stepped forward, as if to examine the place more 
closely, and before the brothers could raise a 
hand to help him, overbalanced himself and fell 
headlong down the precipice. His companions, 
descending into the gorge by a footpath, found 
their unfortunate friend still alive, but frightfully 
mangled, and half an hour later he died in great 
agony. 

Others are weary of their life. Twice we have 
had sad instances of this, when from the decks of 
mail steamers in which we have been sailing, in 
the stillness of the night, men have sought refuge 
from their sorrow in the sea. 

The Greek word for the 'pit' that is bottom- 
less is the same as for ' well,' in the verse where it 
says, * The well is deep.' But after we have been 
made to look into that pit, with its horror of 
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darkness, we axe made to listen again to a gracious 
call. 

* The Spirit and the Bride say, Come. And let 
him that heareth say, Come. And let him that is 
athirst come : and whosoever will, let him take the 
water of life freely.' If you accept this invitation, 
you can say with David, ' He brought me up also 
out of an horrible pit, out of the miry clay, and 
set my feet upon a rock.' And the new song put 
into your mouth will be — 

* I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

** Behold, I freely give 
The living water, thirsty one, 

Stoop down and drink and live." 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him.' 
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Chapter XXII. 



'I saw another angel fly in the midst of heaven, . . , 
saying with a loud voice, Fear God, and give glory to Him ; 
for the hour of His judgment is come : and worship Him 
that made heaven, and earth, and the sea, and the fountains 
of waters.'— Rev. xiv. 6, 7. 

AFTER the great star has fallen from heaven 
upon the fountains of waters and made 
them bitter, John lets us have a glimpse of the 
Lamb standing on Mount Sion, and the angel 
flying from His presence with this message : * Fear 
God, and give glory to Him ; for the hour of His 
judgment is come.' So we would end our little 
book with this great doxology of those whose 
thirst has been for ever quenched. 

David says, ' Praise the Lord from the earth, ye 
dragons, and all deeps.' In the order for morn- 
ing prayer we read: *0 ye wells, bless ye the 
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Lord : praise Him, and magnify Him for ever.' 
We leave the study of these wells, and are lifted 
up to Him who made the fountains of waters. 
We hear Him say : ' When there were no depths, 
I was brought forth ;' when ' He strengthened the 
fountains of the deep ... I was there.' 

As we cannot look up at the sun at noonday 
because it blinds us, so we cannot with our little 
vision look back into the great eternity where He 
dwelt, or the great *for ever* where we shall be 
with Him. Yet ours can be another note in the 
song, another chord in the music of the great 
company who now anticipate the glad melodies 
of heaven, as they ascribe greatness to our God. 
As we meditate on His greatness and behold His 
glory, a hush comes over our being, and we who 
came feeling ourselves far off, are drawn up and 
up, and nearer and nearer, until when lying on the 
great heart of love we whisper, ' Master, it is good 
for us to be here.' And with the added nearness 
the sense of sinfulness and utter vileness grows, our 
comeliness is turned into corruption. It may be 
as we sit at the communion table that the Lord 
grants such seasons, or at the feast He has spread 
for some detained at home. It may be on a 
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journey such as the one on which Flavel had such 
communion with God that when he halted near 
a spring he asked that he might leave the world. 
It may be in the dying chamber, as when Bede 
lay in his room that day in 735. * Write fast,' 
said the old man to the youth to whom he was 
dictating the closing verses of John's Gospel; 

* there is but one thought more.' The sentence 
is dictated and written, and Bede, rising from his 
couch, utters with his last breath the doxology: 

* Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to 
the Holy Ghost' 

It has been beside the martyr's pyre that Christ 
has given to those who were glorifying Him glory 
begun on earth. We hear two virgins on their 
way to mart3rrdom thus comforting one another 
as they look at their straw chaplets put on in 
mockery : * Christ bore for us a crown of thorns, 
and shall we hesitate to wear a crown of straw?' 
And so they passed in to wear another crown. 
Or at Orleans we hear the widowed Ann 
Audebert, calling the rope her wedding-girdle, 
saying, * Upon a Saturday I was first married, and 
ppon a Saturday I shall be married again.' Thus 
it has been to many since Moses' day, that when 
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they gazed on the glory, their faces caught the 
radiance. Surely it will be by living in this 
element, of which only hints have been granted 
us here, that, knowing as we are known, we shall 
truly fear, glorify, *and worship Him that made 
heaven and earth, and the sea, and the fountains 
of waters.' 

* Glory to God, 
And to the Lamb, all glory and all praise, 
All glory and all praise, at mom and even, 
That come and go eternally, and find 
Us happy still, and Thee for ever blest ! 
Glory to God and to the Lamb. Amen. 
For ever, and for evermore. Amen.' 

*Then I heard in my dream that all the bells 
in the city rang again for joy, and that it was said 
unto them, ** Enter ye into the joy of your Lord." 
I also heard the men themselves, that they sang 
with a loud voice, saying, '' Blessing, and honour, 
and glory, and power, be unto Him that sitteth 
upon the throne, and unto the Lamb, for ever and 
ever." ' 

Let us overhear the little choir, gathered from 
some of these pages. We are like children left 
out in the cold and wet, at the entrance-door to 
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some great festival. Yet some of the strains fall 
on our ears, and the light streams down on us 
from the halls of song. The little water-carriers 
no longer come away disappointed from the wells, 
because they live beside the Fountain-head. 
Isaac sits no more in sorrow by a well, because 
his tears are for ever wiped away, and he has found 
his true Rehoboth. Hagar now sees her Lord 
without a veil between. Joseph gives thanks for 
the hours in Dothan's pit Elisha's faith is changed 
to sight, and finds no more bitter waters, for they 
are always sweet. Samson no longer cries for 
water, for prayer is changed to praise. The prayers 
of David the son of Jesse are ended, and he now 
sings as he never sang on earth. And what shall 
we say of the blind man, the impotent man, and all 
the weary ones who felt on earth that — 

* They must go 
With half their music dumb ' ? 

They have joined the company of harpers and 
singers by the sea of glass, who, having first learnt 
by a well on earth the melody of heaven, now as 
the years roll on repeat the strain — 

' As well the singers as the players on instruments : 
All my springs are in Th££.* 
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' JKfje b3!|ole Stag of 5IEater/ 

'When the poor and needy seek water, and there is none, 
and their tongue faileth for thirst, I the Lord will hear 
them.'— ISA. XLi. 17. 

' The noontide sun on the desert fell 
When the traveller reached the wished-for well ; 
But vain were the hopes that had lured him on — 
His hope in the desert, the waters, were gone. 

' Faintly he called on that holy name. 
When swift o'er the desert an Arab came, 
And with him he bore of that precious thing 
Which failed the poor traveller at the spring. 

* ** Drink," said the Arab, " though I may fas% 
For half of my journey is not yet past; 

'Tis long ere my home or my children I'll see. 
Yet my crystal treasure I'll share with thee." 

' ** Nay ! " said the weary one, " let me die, 
For you have even more need than I ; 
Children thou hast that are watching for thee, 
While I am a lone one, none watch for me." 

* " Drink ! " said the Arab, ** my children shall see 
Their father returning. Fear not for me ! 

For He that hath sent me to you this day, 
Will watch over me on my desert way.' 
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